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Johnny pops the Shangri-La's tape out of the car deck and | watch him out of the corner of my eye, sitting 
uncomfortably in the passenger seat. He checks his hair in the rear view mirror, and | open my mouth to say 
it looks wonderful as always but the words don't make it. 

"Think Angie will fancy these?" he smiles at me, gesturing at the box of chocolates and | nod. He jabs me the 
side. 

"So, you and Linder huh? Did you get her anything sweet?" | blush and shake my head. 

"We're just friends, Johnny, honest." He nods and parks. 

lll see you tomorrow then, mate." He looks up at me as a clamber out of his car and when his wonderful 
brown eyes meet mine | think that for a second, | have the best thing in the world. 

"Have a nice night with Ang then." 

Johnny looks down and fiddles with his keys. His childish mannerisms are one of the few pockets of happiness in 
my day. "I will. And Moz?" 

"Mmm?" 

"Don't just mope around at home, old boy. You must fancy someone. Or go out to the Ranch and meet someone 
new- don't pull this celibate lark on me now." He winks and starts the ignition If only he knew. | smile and wave, 


watching his car until it leaves the field of my vision. 
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| feel hands grabbing my shoulders and yelp, considering the fact that I'm standing alone in a pub parking lot at 
dusk. | jerk around swiftly, wondering if it was a deranged fan or a lunatic attacker, but it's just Johnny. 
"Blimey. | sure gave you a shock." Johnny laughs and | blink at the traces of eyeliner on his cheekbones. "What 
are you doing out here alone?" 

"Fresh air." This is mostly true. The whole lot of us in one booth and a third of the group decides to smoke 
simultaneously. Besides, | was wearing a silk blouse and surely it would stain. 

"Are you going to go home soon?" 

"Might as well. I've got no lover to ravish or candlelit dinner to prepare. You however." Johnny doesn't say 
anything. He runs his fingers through his hair thoughtfully. "Our album is out in exactly a week." 

"b days. February 20th." 

"Is beautiful Steven And | owe it to you." 

Its the other way around." | say bluntly. A lot of the things | say sound self-deprecating but its really just a 
bad habit, | barely notice most of the time. 

Johnny steps closer to me and | can feel the heat radiating from his little leather-clad body. He pulls me in for 
a hug and | lean down awkwardly, leaning my head on his shoulder, barely suppressing my smile. "Thank you." He 
mumbles into my chest, and as he pulls away | can see that that one of the buttons has left an imprint next 
to his nose. | grin and stifle a laugh. "What?" Johnny says. 

"Nothing. Thank you" | ruffle his hair and he screws up his nose. And | don't feel alone with his smile in my 


thoughts, even as | lie in my empty bed for the 5th Valentine's day in a row. 


